was merely complaining that I talked too much shop.
From the beginning I was always honest with my
men. I had chance afer chance to rob them of every-
thing they possessed, and I should never have been found
out* It wasn't fear of detection that kept me back,
but fear of starting. Once I had begun to steal, I
might not have been able to stop. Dozens on the 'Dilly
do it habitually, and the men are usually too nervous
of scandal to go to the police. It is very easy. Two
girls pick on a man, if possible slightly drunk, sfnd she-
pherd him into a taxi. "Come home with me and my
girl friend/' says the decoy. "Well give you ever such
a good time. Isn't he a dear ?" And she puts her
arms round his neck and embraces him feverishly while
her companion goes down his clothes. There are
cleverer and less obvious tricks than that, which even a
man who isn't fuddled won't see through.. I knew of
a girl who shared her flat with another but invariably
went out alone. She would pick on a prosperous-look-
ing man and bring him back. No trace of the com-
panion would be seen: the flat would appear to be
occupied by one woman only. If the man showed
signs of paying her in advance, the girl would brush
the gesture aside and say that could wait till afterwards.
That would make the man think of her as a pleasant^
uncommercial character. When he began to undress
and looked round for a place to fling his clothes, she
would point to a coat-hanger on the door. All this
time she would be undressing by the bed, as far away
from the door as possible. For in the door was a slid-
ing panel, and as soon as she and her man were safely
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